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WARDEN'S POST

THE Air Raid Warden from Yorkshire and
I set out from her flat at midnight, to the
Post in West Kensington.

It is a late summer night of incomparable
beauty, with no cloud, no vaporous mist, no
breath of wind. On this last day of the old moon,
the vault of sky above London is jet black, with
a myriad stars shining down as clearly as though
the great threatened city were a serene country
village. For the first time for many nights, no
heavy hesitant sound of cruising German bombers
echoes from the gigantic heavens. Scanning them
with tired experienced eyes, we see only the faint
intermittent "feeler" of a searchlight, the light-
ning-like flicker from the Underground Railway,
the .occasional flash of a shooting star. After two
sirens during the day, the usual evening warning
has not summoned us to the shelters.

As we walk on through the dark streets, the
only audible sounds are the wailing of cats, a
whistle from a train, the blast of a ship's hooter
from the Thames two miles away. The Post,
like most wardens' posts in the metropolitan
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